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have gone in; but turning round, I detected written on a
door, c Under Secretary's Office/ and I ran to it.

' Stop, sir, stop,' said the messengers.

Bufc I had hold of the lock. They pulled me, I kicked
the door, and out came the private secretary of the under
secretary.

4 What is all this?7 asked the private secretary. He was
a fit companion for the yonng gentleman I had left down-
stairs.

* I want Baron Fleming,' I replied, c and these men will
not tell me where he is, and therefore I come to the under
secretary to ask.' So saying, I indignantly freed my arm
from the capture of one of the messengers, and kicked the
shin of the other.

t May I ask who you are ?' demanded the private secretary.

' I am Baron Contarini Fleming/ I replied.

4 Pray sit down/ said the private secretary, ' I will be
with you in a moment.'

The two messengers darted back, and continued bowing
without turning their backs until they unexpectedly reached
the end of the room.

The private secretary returned with the under secretary.
The under secretary told me that my father was engaged
with the chancellor, and that his door was locked, but that
the moment the door was unlocked, and the chancellor
departed, he would take care that he was informed of my
arrival. In the meantime, as he himself had a deputation
to receive in his room, wlio were to come to day to complain
in form of what they had for months been complaining
informally, he begged that I would have the kindness to
accompany his private secretary to the room downstairs.

The room downstairs I again entered. The private secre-
tary introduced me. All looked very confused, and the
young gentleman who was still reading the newspaper
immediately handed it to me- I had never read a news-